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Princes, whose cumb'rous pride was all their worth,,
Shall venal lays their pompous exit hail ? -

And thoiij sweet excellence ! forsake our earth^
And net a muse in honest grief bewail ?

We saw thee shine In youth and beauty's pride^
And virtue's light that beams beyond the spheres;

But like the sun eclips'd at morning tide,
Thou left'st us darkling In a world of tears.

Let me hear from you soon.    Adieu!
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